
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
THE HOUSEMOTHER 

They cling to the skirts of my spirit with their tiny, im- 
perious clutch ; 

With bonds of my love they enmesh me, woven close by their 
satin-soft touch. 

Not an hour of their clamorous waking they spare me the 
whole day through, 

Till the weight on my wings is an anguish, and I faint for 
the fetterless blue. 

Then, washed by the wild wind of freedom that sweeps from 
the heavenly steep, 

I swoop from the violet spaces to hover and bless them, 
asleep ! 

I bring him his wheat-bread and honey, I run for his san- 
dals and staff. 

Though the day may have drained me, at evening I must 
still be his goblet to quaff. 

Dear despot of love, little recks he of vigils untamed that I 
keep — 

I, the server, who rise from my pillow, to watch him, ful- 
filled and asleep. 

Then I toss back the hair of my spirit, bare my feet for the 
heavenly streams, 

And range with him, lover and lover, hand in hand through 
the world of his dreams! 

Karle Wilson Baker 
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